THE

BLUNDERS,   DEFICIENCIES,   DISTRESSES,
AND MISFORTUNES OF QUILCA.1

BUT one lock and a half m the whole house
The key of the garden door lost.

The empty bottles all uncleanable.

The Vessels for drink few and leaky.

The new house all going to rum before it is finished.

One hinge of the street door broke off, and the people
forced to go out and come in at the back-door.

The door of the Dean's bed-chamber full of large chinks.

The beaufet letting in so much wind that it almost blows
out the candles

The Dean's bed threatening every night to fall under
him.

The little table loose and broken in the joints.

The passages open over head, by which the cats pass con-
tinually into the cellar, and eat the victuals j for which one
was tried, condemned, and executed by the sword.

The large table in a very tottering condition.

But one chair in the house fit for sitting on, and that in a
very ill state of health.

The kitchen perpetually crowded with savages.

Not a bit of mutton to be had in the country.

Want of beds, and a mutiny thereupon among the servants,
till supplied from Kells.

An egregious want of all the most common necessary
utensils.

Not a bit of turf in this cold weather; and Mrs. Johnson2

1  A small country village about seven miles from Kells.   [T, S.]

2  Esther Johnson.   [T. S.]
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